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odateditian, isnomote but fucha poore bare forked AnimaU 
as thou art, off offyou leadings, come on bee true. 

Fools. Prithe blunckle be contein, this is a naughty night to 

fwim in, now a little fire in a wild field were like an old leachers 

heart a fmall fparke 3 all the reftin bodie cold,looke here comes 
lk i no fire. ' Enter Glofier. 

3 This is the foule fiend Sriberdegibir, hee begins at cur- 

phew," and walks till the firft cocke, he gins the web, the pm. 

queues the eye, and makes the harte lip, mildew^j vdme 

wheate, and hurts the poore creature of earth fw«hald footed 
thrice the old a nellthu night more and her nine fold bid her, U 
lio-ht and her troth plight and arint thee, with armt thee. 

°Kent. How’ fares your Grace i 
Lear. Whatshee? 

Kent. Whofe there, what i’lt you feeke ? 

Glofl. What are you there? your names ? _ , , 

Ed f . Poore Torn, that eats the fwimmmg frog, the tode,the 
rode pold, the wall-wort, and the water, that in the fune of fos 
heart, when the foule fiend rages, eats cow-dung for fallets,fwal. 
lowestheold ratt, and the ditch dogge,drmkes the greeneman. 
tie of the Handing poole, who is whipt from tithing to tithing, 

and ftock-punifht and impnfoned,who hath had three futes to 

hisbacke, fixe fliirtsto liis bodie, horfe to ride, and weapon 
to weare. 

Butmife and rats,andfuch fmall Deere, 

Hath beene Toms foodefor feuen long yeare- 
Beware mv follower, peace fnulbug, peace thou fiend. 

Glofl. What hath your Grace no better company ? 

Edg. The Prince of darkenes is a Gentleman, modo he s calea 

^gUfl^Our flefhandbloud is grownefo vildmy Lord, that it 
doth hate what gets it 

ghfl. ^S^mydutie cSnot fuflfer toobayinanyoiir 
daughters hard commands, though their miunftion be to bane 
my Scores, and let this tyranous night take hold vpon > ou , ye 
haue I veneer’d to come feeke you out, andbwngyou where 

both food ai\d fire is readie, jr #<jr 
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The H'tttorie of King Lear. 

Lear. Firft let me talke with this Philofopher, 

Whatis the caufe of thunder ? 

Kent, My good Lord take his offer, ^oe into the hohfe. 

Lear. He talke a word with this moft learned Theban, what is 
your ftu die? 

Edg , Howtopreuentthefiend.andtokill veimine. 

Lear. Let me aske you one word in priuate. 

Kent. Importune him to goe my Lord,his wits begin 

Glofl. Canft thou blame him, (tovnfettle. 

His daughters feeke his death, O that good Kent, 

He faid it would be thus, poore banifht man. 

Thou fayeft the King grovves mad, ile tell thee friend 
I am almoft mad my felfe, I had a fonne 
Now out-lawed from my bloud,a fought my life 
But lately .very late, I loud him friend 
No father his fonne deerer, true to tell thee. 

The greefe hath craz’d my wits, 

Whatanights this ?l doe befeechyour Grace. 

Lear. O crieyou mercie noble Philofopher, your com- 

Sdg. Toms a cold. (pany. 

glofl. In fellow thcre^in’t houell keepe thee warrae. 

Lear. Come lets in all. 

Kent. This way my Lord. 

Lear. With him I wil keep ftil, with my Philofopher. 

Ken, Good my Lord footh him, let him take the fellow. 

gtoft. T ake him you on, 

Kent. Sirah come on. goe along with vs ? 

Lear. Come good Athenian. 

glofl. No words, no words, hufh. 

Edg. Child Rowland, to the darke to wne come. 

His word was ftill fy fb and film, 

I fmell the blond of a Britifh man. 

Enter Corneweil and 'Eafl.ird. 

Corn. I will haue my reuenge ere I depart the houfe. 

Bafl. How my Lord I may be cenfured, that nature thus giues 
Way to loyaltie, fome thing feares me to thinke of. 

Com, I now perceiue it was not altogether your brothers e. 
uill difpofition made him feeke his death, but a prouoking merit, 
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